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AFTER THESE  MANY QUESTS
It was easier for me to turn my back on foreign ] settle down to an expanding future at home. Yet n were not over.
One day I happened to be lunching at Clarid Sir William Haley, Director-General of the B.B.C waiting for him to arrive I met another old w£ pondent friend, Ed Murrow, of the Columbia Bro System of America. Ed was a broadcaster of ou ability and bravery, whose friendliness to this COL most helpful. His account of a Berlin bombing ra long remembered as a journalistic and broadcas de force.
As usual, Ed was extremely busy and pre When he saw me, his dark face lighted with i dazzling smile for which he was famous. " Wher coming over, Marsland ? When're you coming o1 inquired.
"When you invite me, Ed," I said.
"Why, sure, we'll do something about it," he vaguely, and then trailed off into the lift, surroi a cloud of bell-hops, secretaries and camp-follow
I did not think he would, but, sure enough, a rr months later a letter arrived at the office, beginni; is a helluva time to be writing to you " and enc the suggestion that I should ask Lord Carnrose to to America to look at Columbia's coloured televis: letter was something of a challenge. I had writte Daily Telegraph that Britain led the world in t Ed invited me to say whether I still thought tha led the world after seeing their colour. Ed had i to giddy levels in his organisation; he was vice-in charge of public relations.
My ambition to visit the United States had alwa me and I dared not think that this was the op long sought. It seemed too safe and easy; this was or airborne drop, no destroyer cruise in the tr< Atlantic, no trek through pestiferous jungle.
Lord Camrose, who was himself visiting the U.l maiden voyage of the Queen Elizabeth, most gi agreed to my journey. While still hardly believi], an elderly woman, who contrived, most ingeniously, to preserve an air of gentility in her threadbare clothing, shuffled up and down in worn-out shoes tapping the kind-hearted brasshats for largesse. Down the street was another beggar—a horrid sight—whohe prospect of Berlin loomed with infinite dreariness. To be in an island,tion by ignoring them and whose good nature was irrepressible, found the strain of " non-fratting " in theirTheon-smoker,tone Hoor thirty feet below, afterwards dying in hospital from his injuries. He thus emulated Goering and cheated allied justice.shed in 1945, to which I have also referred.  On the other hand
